Cell Number Seven 


Author: ox jumped over the moon 

Bands: The Who 

Characters: Roger Daltrey, John Entwistle, Keith Moon, Pete Townshend 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Wed Jul 13 2022 01:51:44 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


We Gotta Get Away! 


Author's Notes: 
Crack and humor aren't my specialty, but | wanted to give it a try. 


Last year JaeNunyah mentioned one of his Ficmas wishes [Ficmas in July, | think?] would have been The Who 
spending a night in jail in for some reason, with bonus points for using some lyrics from John's solo song, ‘Cell 
Number Sever’. 

The restaurant visit happens in chapter 2! This is just all setup. 


This isn't perfect, because | think imperfect crack fics are way more funny and fun to write~! 


This doesn't take place in any specific year. There are a few mentions of events / things that would have only 
happened after Keith's death, so | hope that won't be too much of a mood killer. 


Future parts will contain some of the lyrics~. 


If you can spot the hint to one of John's other solo songs, you get a cookie~. 


The band had escaped Florida completely unharmed -- physically, anyway, not emotionally or mentally -- by 
some miracle. The stories and warnings they had heard were all true. Every fucking last one of them. ‘Florida 


Man' was real. He was so very real, he was extremely powerful, and he was fucking insane. 


The Who was forced to change hotels so many fucking times in just one night. None of them were due to 
Keith, for a change! He was smart enough not to challenge the magical, mystical entity that was the chaotic 
God of the Sunshine State. Legends were told of people that had dared to try, and those stories always ended 
with the challenger never living to tell their tale. It was said that the only force strong enough to take on 
Florida Man and survive was Florida Woman The Who had not yet met the latter, and prayed to every deity 
they could think of that they would never encounter her. 


At the first hotel, Florida Man had set fire to his toilet, threw the bathroom sink out the window, and 
managed to trigger the entire sprinkler system. Nothing that the band owned was ruined, but Pete complained 
the entire trip to the next hotel. 


The second hotel was even worse! The crazy Florida Man bred cockroaches for his hoard of exotic pets and 
grew tired of raising the bugs. Instead of donating them to another reptile keeper, Florida Man decided it would 
be best to set them free in the biggest, fanciest and most lavish ‘house’ he could find so they could live like 
kings! And that ‘house! just so happened to be the hotel The Who had checked into earlier that day. 


Roger had nearly had a heart attack after finding just a single bug in his bathroom sink. Pete was tasked with 
keeping him calm while John and Keith checked every suit case outside at least four times before their shaken 


up bandmate was satisfied. 


The third hotel they had attempted to stay at was a fucking nightmare! Florida Man, the cruel, evil, twisted 
creature that he was, had done the most disgusting and foul thing of all.. Even Satan himself would have 
shuddered in fear! 


Florida Man had managed to sneak into the main control room where the security guards spent their time 
lazing about and sleeping instead of doing their job. He found the old intercom that looked like it hadn't been 
touched since before Abe Lincoln -- a name the Who definitely were familiar with. Totally. Definitely. Yep. -- 
and hooked it up to a radio station that surely must've been connected directly to something far more evil 


than the lowest circle of Hell. 


This radio station played one song with no commercial breaks. What song could possibly be so disturbing, so 
vile that it had the power to leave a person wishing to permanently go deaf? 


te ke Baby’ 


Keith had run out of his and John's shared room screaming like a child denied a cookie, hands over his ears. 
Other guests joined in his screaming. Others cried hysterically as they raced to the exit. John was sure he 


saw at least one person jump off a balcony once he was outside. Maybe that'd make for a good song.. Hmm.. 


The fourth and final hotel should've been rated in negative stars. But, since Google Reviews wasn't a thing yet, 
the Who decided to tell everyone they knew just how shitty that hotel was once they had left Florida Man's 


‘gator infested domain 
The band was forced to share a teeny, tiny little room that barely qualified as a ‘room’, actually. 


The ceiling was nearly non-existent thanks to water damage from the room up above. The bed, barely big 
enough for even a single person, was a hard mattress on the floor with no box springs and topped with a 
sheet that had clearly never been washed. The water pressure was terrible, the toilet barely flushed, and the 


shower didn't work at all. 


And as if all of that wasn't bad enough, a large hole in the bathroom wall allowed the neighbouring occupant to 
watch as it was in use. And he defintely watched! The creepy dude even gave commentary about the band's 


pee streams like he was some announcer at the Olympics. 


Keith got the best score for distance, Roger would've won a gold metal for the colour, and John had the 
longest piss clocking in at one minute and five seconds exactly. Pete decided he didn't want to play and chose to 
pee in an air vent on the floor in the bedroom area of their room. Unfortunately for him, the creepy 


neighbour could still hear and gave him a 65 for the sound. It would've been a full ten, but Pete had to be a 
little bitch and prevent him from seeing the fun show. 


But, anyway.. 


There was no Florida Man in sight! Not even a teeny, tiny, little itty bitty baby one. He must've been repelled 


by how gross the room and the entire hotel was. 


Normally the band would have raised hell and complained, demanding their money back while threatening to 
report the establishment to the board of health.. but not that night. Nope! That night the band slept better 
than they ever had before.. 


The next morning marked their one and only show in Florida. And, somehow, by some miracle, it had all gone 


well. 


No Florida Mans to be seen when they left the hotel. No Florida Mans following them on the way to the venue. 
No Florida Mans creeping around during rehearsal. Not even a single Florida Man to be seen during the entire 


show! 


During that gig Keith had been terrified that if he went even just slightly overboard, a Florida Man himself 


would materialize out of thin air and cause chaos on stage. Pete didn't smash his guitar, and Roger didn't dare 


swing his microphone. John, of course, had abso-fucking-lutely nothing to fear. A Florida Man wasn't going to 
be angered by something so heavenly as a divine bassline! 


Surely the reviews would be horrible for the show, but Pete didn't give a damn. Let them be angry! Fuck them 
all and fuck their evil King of madness and fury. 


It was a silent agreement to get the fuck out as soon as the show was over. No socializing with the fans, no 
encore -- which Pete would have disagreed to anyway, no matter where they were -- and no stopping for 
food or even a single glass of water. They could rest once they were in Alabama. Sure, they could've left by 
going to Georgia and then driven to Alabama, but with the price of gas these days? Fuck that!! 


John pointed out the ‘welcome’ sign once they had finally crossed the border from Florida. They were finally 
freel The next week was cleared out and they could do absolutely anything they wanted! 


Keith quickly climbed over from his side of the bus to sit in his bassist's lap. "This is the incest state, y'know." 
He had heard countless jokes about inter-family relationships happening down south, but especially in Alabama. 
Whether it was true or not, Keith didn't know. However, what he did know was that it was fun to shock and 


annoy his bandmates. 


"What?!" Such an idea was absurd to John. Who in their right mind would want to fuck their relative? He had 
been about to ask just how Keith knew that, when Pete tossed a pillow at them for being so loud. John threw 
it right back. 


"You throw somethin’ else at me and I'm gonna shove it down your fuckin’ throat," John said, staring his pretty 


guitarist down. 
"Ohh shut up and eat a Snickers," Pete said. "You always turn into such a little bitch when you're hungry.” 


"Well maybe | wouldn't be a little bitch if you didn't eat all the snacks we had stashed on the bus! Where the 


fuck does it even go? You never gain any weight. Your stomach is a god damn black hole." 


Keith tried to keep quiet as his bandmates fought, he really did! But the harder he tried to keep quiet, the 
more funny it all became. When Pete made some comment about John's ass being fatter than the Stay Puft 
Marshmallow Man's, Keith finally began laughing like a drunken hyena 


"You two fight like you're brothers! Are you gonna fuck now? | mean, this i the incest state, this is your one 
and only chance to do it!" 


"What the fuck? No!" Pete got up and smacked Keith with the poor, abused pillow. "Behave or else we're gonna 


leave you at the hotel once we check in and not take you with us when we go eat" 


"Aww. you wouldn't do that to me, would you?" Keith gave his signature puppy dog eyes. "You'd miss me! 


Besides, Florida Man might try and get me." 


"We're too far from Florida now," Roger said from his little corner. He had been frying to sleep, but his 
bandmates made that incredibly fucking difficult. "And trust me, Moonie, they can and will leave you behind.. 


Remember what happened in Texas two years ago?" 


Keith slumped down in his seat with a defeated whimper. "Yeah.. you guys tied me to a chair while you all ate 


sushi off that pretty model.” 

"Do you remember why we tied you up?" John asked, 

Keith sighed, more from embarrassment than anything else. "Cause | farted and blamed it on Roger, which 
made him lose out on banging that one pretty girl.. and it turned out she was the hotel owner's daughter, and 
since she thought Roger was gross, we got kicked out." 

"Aaannnddd?" Roger drew out the single word expectantly. 

"And the second hotel overbooked their rooms, so we all had to share a room but still got charged for three." 


"Aaaannnnndddd?" Roger's voice raised in pitch. 


"And the pretty model was mad that | insinuated the sushi wasn't real sushi.. | didn't know her dad was also a 
trained sushi chef!" 


"Exactly," Pete nodded. "We couldn't just let you wander off all alone, so we had to be sure you'd stay put, but 
also not enjoy the pretty model's treats or her body." 


The conversation was cut short by the bus stopping and the driver excitedly calling out with his freakishly, 


permanently happy voice. "We're heerree!" 


We Were Just Speculating! 


Author's Notes: 
| had way too much fun writing this chapter. It's silly, but | love it! 
Rest in pieces, Pete's fucks. 


Also, can we get a round of applause for John's ass? 


The hotel check in process was a breeze and the band didn't even bother taking a shower to scrub off the 
Florida nastiness. Food mattered more right at that very moment than the bad vibes and stench from 


sweating like a cow in a slaughterhouse. 


After gathering up in Pete's room - he was the band leader, after alll Roger might want to complain and say 
otherwise, but deep down inside knew he was wrong - a discussion was had about where they should eat. 


Room service had stopped just a few minutes before they checked in, so that was a no go. 


The debate felt like it had lasted for hours, but was actually maybe five minutes, tops. Time seems to pass by 


so slowly when you're hungry. 


Keith had begged, and whined, and cried to visit the restaurant - ahem.. 'breast'-auraunt - across the street 
from the hotel. ‘For the chicken wings’, he and John had claimed. Not the pretty ladies with big chests. Nope. Of 


course not. Nooo waayyy. Nuh uh. Never! 


Pete was hesitant at first, claiming he had never visited such an establishment. That was a lie, he had, but 
just didn't want to admit it because it was kind of embarrassing. Roger was immediately all for it, despite not 
knowing the menu. The moment Keith said ‘boobies’, his mind was made up! 


The walk to the restaurant was thankfully short and uneventful. The Who didn't need any more surprises or 
excitement for a good long while after what they had just been through in the Sunshine State. 


They were shown to a nice, large, circle table, and their drink orders taken. Before they knew it, their server 
had set their drinks and a pile of menus down and then went off to tend to another table. John and Keith didn't 
need to look through the menu. This chain was one they often visited when in the States. ..for the chicken 


wings and nothing else. Of course. 


The server was definitely the sort of lady the rhythm section preferred -- tall, dark hair, with a great pair 


of.. eyes. Yeah, that's it. Eyes. She even had an interesting and memorable name! Roxie. 


Her southern drawl was absolutely divine, and the lovely girl had a habit of calling her customers ‘sweetie; ‘hon, 


and darlin Keith practically melted every time she addressed him in particular. Roger, on the other hand, was 


clearly getting worked up each time Roxie visited, whether she was speaking to him or not. 


"So.. who wants to share some wings with me?" John asked, swirling the straw in his glass of coke. "Boneless, 


of course." 
"Mel" Keith raised his hand eagerly. "Anything but lemon pepper. That shit's nasty.’ 


"| dunno." Pete was the only one still looking through the menu. Everything looked so fucking good. "Depends on 
how spicy they are. | don't like anything that'll leave me crying on its way out the morning after." 


"Lucky for you itll be honey barbecue. Not too spicy, just enough to give a bit of a kick. If you're on the fence 
about it, just get a half order and whatever else you want. We'll be able to finish off what you can't" John 
already knew Keith would be able to match what he could eat, wing for wing. As for Pete, he wasn't sure.. His 


stomach was a black hole, so maybe. 


Pete closed the menu and shrugged. “Alright, sure. I'll join you." He shifted his gaze to Roger, who quickly shook 
his head before he could even ask 


"Count me out on your little wing fest. But if you get onion rings I'll have to fight you for them." 


Unfortunately the restaurant was packed Roxie had token their order at least half an hour ago, but the band 
had yet to receive anything. The tables around them, two of which had arrived after they ordered, already 
had their food. She had apologized countless times, assuring the ‘sweet boys' that their food would be out 
soon. Thankfully they hadn't complained. It was difficult to be upset with so much eye candy to drool over, 
both male and female! The restaurant wasn't too far from the beach, and the handsome surfer dudes weren't 


required to wear shirts! 


Despite that, the wait was absolutely killing John. He had slept too late to join his bandmates for breakfast and 
lunch before the show. Both times they hadn't been nice enough to bring him back anything, and the reserve 
of snacks hidden on the bus had mysteriously disappeared several days ago. 


"See something you like?" Pete teased with a smirk. The way John was staring at the pretty frat boys one 


table over was much more amusing than it had any fucking right to be. 


"Mmhh.. yeah,"John said with a dreamy sigh. "I'd give anything to have that cheesecake they're takin’ home. | 
think | could even eat it off the blonde guy's abs. Thank the lord above they don't require men to wear shirts 


here." 


"If only the women didn't have to wear shirts," Roger muttered. "I'd love to see our pretty server with her 


tits out." 


As if on cue Roxie made yet another appearance, this time with good news. Finally, at long last their dinner was 


ready! All one hundred wings were prepared and ready to be devoured, each plate of twenty neatly arranged in 


the shape of a heart. While setting a plate of fish down in front of Roger, she leaned down to whisper into his 
ear: "Maybe later. You're lucky you're so cute." Afterwards she was gone in a flash, leaving the failed lyricist 
to stare down at his plate in a daze, and wondering if that really just happened? 


John, despite being absolutely starved still took the time to tie into his food with a fork and knife. He wasn't a 
fucking disgusting animal, unlike his beautiful dark eyed and equally dark haired companion, who insisted on 


eating with his hands like some feral human-cat hybrid creature. 
"Hey, come look at these pussies! Men who order boneless wings close the fridge with their hips!" 


The comment caught John off guard and he quickly cast his attention in the general direction the snide remark 
had come from. A jacked blonde sun-kissed surfer dude was snickering to himself from the bar, barely six 


feet away. His buddies were cheering him on, congratulating him for the ‘sick burn. 


"Yeah? And what of it?" John challenged, with a death glare. "My hands are full and my ass is fat. You fucking 


wish you were me!" 


"Men who eat boneless wings are just eating chicken nuggets. What are you, a baby? Need your daddy to 
order them for you? Need your mommy to cut them up for you?" The surfer dude, feeling like the king of 
roasts, pointed over to Roger. "Is he your daddy? He's the only one eating real food!" 


John did not give the reaction they were so desperately seeking, instead shaking his head like a disappointed 
father. 


It's sad, it really is. Only someone with such fragile masculinity would care enough to demean and harass 
another person over their food." After setting down his fork John stroked his chin, calling attention to his 
beard. "If you really want to have a pissing contest over masculinity, let's go for looks. | bet you can't grow a 
beard, easily the most physically masculine trait a man can have. ls that why you don't even have a five 


o'clock shadow?" 


The surfer dude's sly grin quickly faded into an irritated glare and he turned back to his massive plate of 
bone-in wings. His buddies howled with laughter about how he just got ‘revenge roasted. 


"Yeah, that's what | thought," John gave a ‘shoo' motion with a flick of his wrist. "Go back to the scraps of 
meat you paid ten bucks for, you ugly ass vultures. I've got three times the amount for the same damn 


price." 
"Yeah!" Keith added in happily. "You're eating roadkill and we've got a full farm of chickens!" 


"Ohh leave him alone," Pete nudged his dyed counterparts leg from under the table. "If you two keep bothering 


the dumbass he's gonna come over here and start shit. Americans are fucking crazy." 


"He might start it, but I'll finish it," John said while stabbing a wing with his fork. 


"Like you'll finish that massive amount of food?" Roger asked, sneering at the disgusting display of greed and 
gluttony between the band's rhythm section. At least Pete had a reasonable pile of wings on his plate. "I can't 


see how you can put all that away and shill have room for alcohol and cheesecake after." 


"They don't call him ‘the Ox' for nothin’, remember?" Keith announced proudly. "My Foxy Oxy needs it so he can 
grow up to be big and strong.” 


"He's big enough as it is," Roger said with disgust, trying to focus on his fish and not the gore fest his 
bandmates were participating in. The barbecue sauce coating the wings looked far too similar to blood for his 
liking. It didn't help that Keith was stil eating with his hands, despite multiple scoldings and a lecture on table 


manners by Pete. 


"You're just jealous, but it's okay." Keith wiped his hands on the table cloth and proceeded to pat the back of 


Roger's reassuringly. "Your ass might be flat as a pancake, but if you eat some more it might help." 


"He's just pissy that he's gotta be the designated driver and deal with us having a good time." John was used 
to Roger's insults and never took it personally. He did, however, find it amusing that nearly every jab was 
centred around his weight and food, rather than his looks. 


"Aww, how sadl" Keith mocked playfully. "Maybe we can get him to take us to a strip club after we're done 
here. Think he'll wait patiently for us while we get our hands on some boobies?" 


Roger rolled his eyes. "If you don't behave I'm gonna leave you all here and go back to the hotel on my own" 


"You wouldn't do that. You'll be bored without us," John said. "Besides, we all know the only reason you're really 
enjoying this place is because of the servers." He glanced over toward the next table, where Roxie was flirting 


with a group of half-drunk, barely dressed women. 


"maybe." That comment cut deeper than Roger would have liked to admit. It was embarrassing to be called 


out like that, especially in public. 


"Maybe?" Keith giggled. "We can all see you staring, don't lie! Its the only reason you've asked her to come 


back three times so far." 


"Don't forget the fact she said ‘maybe! to letting him see her chest," Pete added in. "He definitely won't wanna 


leave ‘til she gives him a definite yes or no." 


"Lies!" Roger's defensive tone did nothing to help him. "I dropped my fork once and she brought me diet coke 
instead of the regular shit." He shifted his attention to his guitarist, giving him a death glare that could've put 


John's to shame. "You'd wait too, don't lie." 


"Mmhm," John grinned slyly. “Suurrreee. You dropped your fork on ‘accident’," he made air quotes. "You didn't 
drop it just so you could have a chance to stare at the other server's ass that was almost directly in your 
face." He counted himself lucky he was the furthest away from the feisty blonde, otherwise the little bastard 
definitely would've kicked him under the table. 


"Fuck you." Roger was flustered, turning more red by the second. 
"Nah, you're not my type. Keith might stand in for me, though.” 


‘Of course | would!" Keith leaned in closer to Roger, practically purring in his ear. "I'd be very happy to rock 
your world. I'll even let Johnny watch. We can get Pete to film it, too.” 


"Behave yourselves." As much as he was enjoying the scene that had begun unfolding, Pete really didn’t feel like 
having to deal with the cops if some jacked dude bro decided to start some shit because of the ‘queers’ 
disturbing his ‘fine dining’ experience. 


"You're no fun," Keith sighed dramatically. "You always have to ruin our fun" 


“Better than dealing with a drunken homophobic American pumped full of steroids that's hell bent on killing 
you," Pete shot a glance toward the surfer dude that was still downing wings and piss water like they were 
going out of style. "though | have a feeling Roger would probably kick his ass into next Wednesday if he even 
tried." 


"Probably?" Roger pretended to be offended, dramatic gasp and hand over his chest included. "I've never felt so 
betrayed in my entire life!" 


"Look!" Pete made a sweeping motion with his hands, as if to call attention to the area of table in front of him, 


"at the kingdom of fucks that | have to give, and see that it is barren" 


"So, so sad." John shook his head pitifully. "Your kingdom, it has been destroyed. Your men, women, and fucks 
taken and murdered. Your horses, livestock and fucks in storage also gone. Your crops, your still blooming 


fucks, all burnt to the ground" 


"They exist no more!" Keith pretended to cry, using a napkin to wipe away a tear that did not exist. "A once 
prosperous kingdom, its' castle of fucks now all smashed to bits!" 


"And here | thought | was a good actor," Roger said. He was about to add on to the thought when the 
gorgeous server that had been tending to their table came into his line of sight. He straightened up and gave 


her his full, undivided attention like an eager kitten ready to pounce on a toy. 


‘Sorry to interrupt y'all's conversation," Roxie sounded legitimately apologetic. "I just wanted to get some'a 


these plates out yer way." 


"No problem, you're not interrupting," John reassured her while handing over his plates so she wouldn't have 


to lean over the table and risk exposing herself, much to Roger's annoyance. 


"Aww, y'all are so nice!" Roxie giggled. "Anything else | can get ya, or are you sweet boys ready for the 
check?" 


"The check would be wonderful, please," Pete said while pushing his plate closer to her. 


"Alright, I'll be right back with that. You just sit here an‘ keep lookin’ pretty." She playfully tapped Keith's nose. 


“specially you, hon" 
"Aww, looks like someone's got a crush on you," John teased while nudging his other half. "| bet Roger's jealous." 


When she had come back, Roxie set the slip of paper on the table, face down. "Y'all can pay whenever yer 
ready. Just come up front with the bill” Rather than leaving so she could tend to her other customers, she 
lingered for a moment, her hand finding Roger's shoulder. "Don't worry, darlin’, | didn't forget.. my answer is 


‘yes'.. But | gotta ask first, just where you boys stayin’ tonight? If y'all don't mind me askin’, anyway.” 


"The uh--" Roger's voice cracked and he quickly cleared his throat. Her sweet, southern drawl was so alluring, 
he would've paid his entire life's savings just to hear her moan his name! "The Indigo Rose, penthouse on the 


top floor.. you wanna join us? Or do you want me on my own?" 


"Mmhh.. I'd love to meet up with you and yer friends," she purred seductively. "I get off work at midnight, 
closin shift. If y'all wanna wait up on me | can be over there by two in the mornin’. Gotta shower an’ get outta 
my work uniform, ya know. That too late for ya? | can bring a few friends, too." Roxie was just vague enough 


to leave the meaning open to interpretation. 


"More than okay!" Keith said happily. "The more the merrier, right? We'd love to meet your friends, bring as 


many as you can." 


“Alright then, sounds like a date! Can't wait to see y'all in somethin’ even more comfy than what yer currently 
wearin." Roxie giggled and leaned in close enough to give Roger a kiss to his cheek. "Especially you, hon. You're 
like a greek god. I'd love to see you without this annoying thing," she tugged at his shirt sleeve. 


John had a few minutes to himself to think without interruption once Keith and Pete went off to the 
bathroom, and Roger went to pay the bill. Things seemed.. fishy. It was too good to be true! Sure, they were 
world famous rockstars, but rockstars didn't just pick up random servers, unless they were fans, or at least 


knew who they were.. And Roxie had said nothing about being a fan, or even knowing them. 


Strangely enough, no one in the entire restaurant seemed to have noticed them. Sure, it was closing in on 
eleven pm and most people were already drunk as fuck, but it was still weird. Oh well. Maybe people in 


Alabama actually had manners and knew not to bother famous people when they were out enjoying their life. 


